
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




']4iA':i.-3L\i^ 



HARVARD COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 




THE GIFT OF 

FRED NORRIS ROBINSON 

CUm of 1891 
OF CAMBRIDGB 




Digitize( 



fy Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE DREAKI OF THE KING'S 
CUP.BEARER 



Digitized by 



Google 



w^i^m^mm^'f^ 



m^^^^^^^^^mmmm 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE DREAM OF THE 
KING'S CUP-BEARER 



By ANNAGH 



Dffblln: MAUNSEL and Go^ Umltcd, 

96 Middle Abbey Street. 

1906. 



Digitized by 



Google 






^ — — V 

. HAr:vARc> j 

I UNIVERSITY I 
I LIBRARY J 



Digitized by 



Google 



To him of tenderest sympathies and judgments 

wide 
To whom my soul had ever looked 
The groping language of its thoughts to comprehend; 
To him^ who from that world' of light where he 

now stands^ 
Looks on the purpose of my heart rewealed-^^ 
tds I myself oft stumbling in the darky 
Could never see it — looki and understands. 
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THE DREAM OF THE KING'S 
CUP-BEARER. 

** Only grant my soul may carry safe through 

death her cup unspilled 
Brimming though it be with kjio^ledge* Lifis 

loss drop by drop distilled.** 

— R. BROWNING* 

^^ Certain I am 
That no hereafter on this life awaits," 
I said, and slept,, and all my being merged 
Into the vast awaiting nothingness : 
The nothingness where life, that tingling pulse 
Of consciousness, had lain against my flesh : 
The nothingness where goblin-fiirce eternity, 
At which priests play to fright their coffers full. 
Was looked for. Nothingness the place of 
being filled. 
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So for a space all was as>I had said. 

Then from the regions of vast space was borne 

Deep clamorous sound, 

Insistent as the voice of argument. The noise 

Of many waters reached and filled my ears: 

Around the very darkness breathed sound. 

Till pale, illusory, wan, the gray 

Of winter's dawn upon the darkness broke. 

I saw before me stretched a wide, dark tide. 

Whose curling eddies of soiled, yellow foam 

Widened and reached my feet. And at their 

touch 
Full sprang my soul from nothingness to life. 
And now, with eyes swept of all fleshly mists, 
I saw, and in the river's strong, black flow 
Struggled the souls of men. 
And as I looked distinct and separate grew 
Each soul, and I could mark of them 

How each one bore aloft 
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A cup of costliest workmanship. 

Then closer still I looked, and now I saw 

That there was one who held with faulty 

carelessness— 
As who would say, "Empty you carry 

easier *' — his cup. 
And one there was who bore with face of 

waspish cautiousness— 
As who would say, " You see my best I do ; 
" But also see my best foredoomed by hate." 
And one there was and in his hand, shaking 

with palsied fear. 
Rocked the cup, while down its golden sides 

the liquor poured. 
And one there was who carried high, with 

gallant mien. 
His cup. The red wine lipped the golden rim, 
Nor drop nor sliding stream passed its encircling 

disk. 
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I marked his face, triumphant, calm, and 

unafraid. 
And one there was close at my elbow spake : 
I marked, and on his fiice, all tremulous with 

fear, 
Was stamped a look like that the Christ's 

face bore. 
When in His deepest agony He cried and said : 
"Father, if it be Thy will,'' 
But something more there was than care for 

coward flesh, 
A look that told of fear from pain distilled, 
A memory of pursuant ill that from his hand 
Had flung a many goods. 
I marked, and in his cup the red wine 
Did not lip, with such light insolence, the rim. 
Then fell his words — and reason once had 

laughed at such : 
" Grant Thou, O Lord, that though Thy waters 
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"Swamp me, I may bear to Thee, unspilled, 

this cup 
"That Thou hast given me, to Thine honour 

filled." 
Forthwith he the dark waters entered without 

fear. 
Then only did my niind awake to know 
That what with fierce insistence in my hand 

I clutched, 
Digging my nails, in very fire of zeal, into 

my palms, 
Was space, air, nothingness. 
So in an agony of fear myself I flung 
Back towards the land : " A cup ! A cup ! 

Give me a cup !'* 
Around me many voices, like the echo ot 

my own, 
Cried mockingly, " A cup ! A cup !" 
Then answered one and said: " Did'st thou not 
1 1 
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*^ From reason's throne, bjr science ruled, aver 
^^The King and the King's cup-bearers a 

fable gross, 
*^ Forced on a coward world bjr one, a niggard, 

who, 
*^ Himself afraid to spend his joys, 
** Had in the safe assurance of eternity 
** Hoarded life's goods i Thus did'st thou say 

in life, 
**Now mourn throughout eternity thy life's 

lost wine. 
^^But first of the King's clemency thou 

shalt see 
^*The &ble of the King and the King's 

cup-bearers to its close." 
And at his words voices that cried before now 

all were stilL 
And now upon the furthest bank I saw, 

stretched 
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With soft hue, the stag-horned mosses, yellow 

green, 
The primroses and brown woody things that 

blend 
Their colours in the fabric nature weaves. 

There bracken grew, 
A mjrstery of the ruder growth that springs 
From the same soil ; and there, beyond the 

level ken. 
Bathed in a glory of warm sunlight, waved 
Forests of woodland, while beneath their 

shade 
Sat throned the King. 

Then in a passion of great longing to possess 
The right of being drew I near and watched. 
And first came he who with a faulty 

carelessness 
Carried his cup, nor cared or fiill or empty. 
To him the King said : 
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" Thy coming I have waited for these many 

days.- 
Then took the cup and of the wine remained 

naught 
Save a pale drain. Then to the majesty of 

question in his eyes, 
With tongue that faltered, did the man essay 

reply : 
" I could not reach the measure of thy wine, 

O King : 
^^It lay too deep, too high. Beneath the 

heart of pain 
" I could not seek : beyond the joys frustrated 

could not look. 
^^ But some there was : one drop from a pure 

love I wrung, 
^^ And from another's woe I caught one drop. 
^^But haply in the flood's dark waters fear 

o'erturned the cup." 
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Answered the King : 

^^ Thou shalt take again thjr cup for sake of 

the two drops ; 
^^ But with it thou shalt bear, until brimming 

thou bringest it, 
" The memory that I thirst/' 
Then came he who bore with waspish 

cautiousness his cup. 
Waiting not the King, with hostile bitterness 

he spoke : 
« Behold !" he said, « thy wine ! Qf all life's 

grapes 
^^ Those only that at the end of the great 

clusters grew I got : 
^^ The small, the unripe, the bitter-flavoured 

ones. 
^^ No joy I sought to reach, but grasping found 

it pain ; 
<« No good I strove for, fought for but I lost : 
15 
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^^ For friendship falsehood into my bosom bit ; 

^^ For love treachery my honour mocked ; 

^^ For efibrt failure in my face was flung. 

^^ So now, O King, I bring thee what is thine." 

Answered the King : 

^^Thou knowest that I ga?e thee for thy 

vintage my small grapes, 
^^That so, unmixed with flow of common 

wine, from each 
^^ Full measure of its latent preciousness might 

drain. 
*^ Unworthy bearer, thou hast brought only 

the wine 
^*Of thine own bitterness and pique that 

sought and found 
^* In each of my small grapes fit fruit. 
**So thou shalt take this cup of thy false 

wine 
*^ And of it thou shalt drink until such time 
i6 
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**As thou shalt find a love sufficient sweet 

and great 
^^ To drain from thine own cup the dregs of 

thine own wine/' 
Then came he in whose hand, palsied with 

fear, rocked the cup ; 
And down its golden sides trickled and slid 

the wine, 
Tarnishing like searing acid as it ran. 
And where it dropped the stag-horned moss 

turned brown. 
The King touched not the cup, but said : 
^^ Why broughtest thou me this I Wouldst 

give again 
^ Of gall and vinegar to drink to me, 
*« Crying* I thirst ?•*• 
The man, with slow insolence, born of fear, 

replied : 
** Have I not squeezed all pleasure dry ? Loving 
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" Have wrung what essence of emotion love 

could yield ; 
^^ Hating the sweets of torture I invoked; living 
^^I spared no pains to gain fiill measure of 

life's joys — 
** Fools alone seek pain !" 
^* Not with the acid dregs of glasses thou hast 

drained 
^^ In the low taverns of thy selfish lusty to thee 

was given 
" My golden cup of life to fill," replied the 

King. 
^'Now thou shalt take thy cup, and at the 

stream of death 
*^ Fill it, and living thou shalt drink 
"The waters of death's stream, until such 

time 
"As winning thou shalt bring one drop of 

life's red wine." 
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Turning the man departed, and I marked 

that on 
His Bice was stamped the look of one who sees 
On all that he beholds his curse displayed. 
Then came he who at my side had stood 

and prayed ; 
And as I looked I saw how from his face 

had gone 
All imprint of all fear, and in his cup the 

gleaming wine 
Brimmed level with the rim. As from his 

hand 
The King received the cup, a smile that made 
My nothingness for being writhe, illumed 

his face : 
" What of thy vintage, friend ?*' 
** Sire, of thy wine's high quality from pain 
" My soul much knowledge wrung ; therefore 
" From loss I sweets of fuller expectation drew ; 
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^^ Fulfilment with desires unsatisfied I bought ; 
** From the roots of many fisiilures I distilled 

success ; 
^* Faith in the bitter ashes of despair I sought; 
*^ From losing love the undying fount of love 

I tapped; 
^^Hope from the purple fruits of pleasure 

crushed I caught ; 
*^ Fear my soul still conquered, lest in the flow 
** Of death's swift waters from my hand be 

flung 
" My cup. Take now, O King, Thy wine 

that lacks no drop/' 
Answered the King : ^^ Friend, thou hast 

well done I 
" *Tis of such vintage only I may drink; 
** But as for ages past I for my people's sake 
^^ Have sufiered thirst, so from my lips again 
^^ To theirs I press this draught. Friend, tike 
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" This cup of life thou hast with wine of 

knowledge filled 
^^ To earth again, and to my people give of it 

to drink, 
^' That they may learn, living to fill their cups 

with living wine." 
And on the face of him the King had nam^d 

**Friend,»' 
Breaking with sudden radiance, shone the light 
Of that high knowledge perfected through pain* 
Then came he who bore with gallant 

fearlessness 
His cup. Crowning the golden circle, still 

unspilt. 
The red wine lipped the rim. Again the 

King's hand reached 
And took the cup ; again He asked, ^^Thy 

vintage, friend ?'' 
^^ Sire, of the wine Thou gavest me again I 

have given 
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" To those who in darkness sit, who, estranged 

in their sin, 
" Suffer thirst, who with doubt's fevered lips 

rejected Thy wine. 
" With the sinner's red wine of repentance, 
" The hope of the hopeless, the good 
"Of the evil-doer, refilled I my cup.** 
Answered the King : ** Thou hast well 

done, my son ! 
" Now have I wine of the fruit of my thirst. 

Enter thou 
" Into the knowledge of thy Lord.'* 
I looked, and on the face of him the King 

had nam^d " Son,*' 
Nor light nor radiance broke, but as one who sees 
No longer darkly in a glass of man's groping 

wisdom made, 
But face to face, knowing as he is known. 
The majesty of his being grew and reached 
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And met the King's and mingled in a whole, 

Then all was dark. 

« 

Writhing I woke, and in a rapture fringed 

bjr doubt 
Beheld a world in which I yet might win 
Wine for my cup. I rose, and into the great 

city went : 
And now my eyes for ever sought to learn 
From eyes of those who passed me in the 

city's press 
The measure of their wine. Some I saw, 
And in their eyes, crowded by many cares. 
Struggled a mortal fear, and in their hands 
Methought they bore the world. 
And some there were, by their own worth 



Within whose eyes I read, ^^ Lord, I thank 
Thee I am not as these,*' 
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And in their hands it seemed to me they bore 
Measure of self alone. Twice — ^Thy glory, 

Lord!— 
I read the knowledge that with sharpened eyes 

I sought : 
Once in a face not fair, not stamped with seal 

of cleverness, 
Whose eyes had seen and read the mystery of 

life's ways ; 
And once at a busy crossing-place one passed 

me and I marked 
His air of one forgotten, passed over in the 

world's large scheme, 
While in the slow lining of his face failure 

was stamped ; 
But in his eyes dwelt courage, purpose 

undaunted in high aim. 
Looking I well-nigh saw brimming his golden 

cup. 
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